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IN  DEDICATION. 


"V7" OU’VE  climbed  the  high  hills  of  the  world, 
And  know  the  ways  to  Greece  and  Rome ; 
I only  know  where  cowslips  grow 
Near  meadow  streams;  and  lanes  of  home. 

And  now  you  climb  far  higher  hills 
To  follow  Him  upon  His  way, 

While,  in  the  fields,  I find  a Child 
Who  calls  to  me  to  come  and  play. 

But  all  the  valleys  shall  be  filled, 

The  hills  brought  low,  the  ways  made  plain... 
Then  on  the  table-land  of  Heaven 
I may  walk  with  you  once  again. 
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THE  SEEKER. 


T T is  so  long  since  first  I heard  Thy  name 
-*■  And  sought  Thee ; 

Sought  Thee  even  then,  for  faith  was  in  me 
Though  I knew  it  not. 

With  love  and  hope  it  came... 

But  almost  still-born.  Love  was  hot 
And  eager  urging  me  to  Thee, 

And  hope  lighted  my  heart  all  wild, 

Untamed  by  living.  Yea  ! I sought  Thee  then 
Awaking  frightened  in  a world  of  men  — 

So  small  a child. 

Thy  throne,  they  told  me  was  above  the  sky, 
Beyond  the  clouds,  beyond  the  blue. 

I watched  the  great  white  things  go  by. 

Ah!  was  it  true  ? 

They  seemed  so  far  away, 

How  could  God  watch  one  little  girl  at  play  ? 
They  told  me  Thou  hadst  lived  here  long  ago. 
Dear  God  ! Those  childish  fears... 

“ How  did  they  know,  how  could  they  know  ? ” 
They  taught  me  Thou  wert  everywhere, 

But  to  me  in  those  years 

Their  “ everywhere  ” was  alien  as  a dream. 

Then  on  the  altar  sought  I Thee, 
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But  did  not  find  Thee  there, 

Or  did  not  know  I found  Thee.  Did  they  seem 
Too  small  to  hold  Thee,  those  things  ? It  may  be. 
Only  I know,  I did  not  know  I found 
Thee  whom  I sought ; and  yet  the  while 
My  frightened  childish  heart  lived  in  Thy  smile. 
Although  I heard  no  sound 
Of  singing,  sang  alone 
A solitary  song,  and  did  not  hear 
From  far  and  near 

The  self-same  endless  song  rise  to  Thy  Throne. 
Dear  Lord  ! And  was  Thy  wounded  Hand 
Out-stretched  as  witness  to  me  ? It  was  night  — 
I did  not  see.  I think  now  Thou  didst  stand 
And  smile,  telling  me  not  to  grieve. 

Blinded  I might  not  see  but  should  believe. 

And  all  Thy  ways,  though  dark,  are  right, 

Are  best. 

Didst  watch  me  turn  away  ? 

(Knowing  full  well  I might  not  rest 
Long  from  my  searching.  What  were  day 
Wanting  the  sun,  or  life  to  me 
Without  Thee  ?) 

Letting  me  stray, 

Though  not  for  long. 

My  passionate  heart  found  in  the  flowers 
Remembrances  of  Thee,  and  in  the  wind 
Echoes  of  the  unending  song, 

The  murmuring  of  the  hours 
Unto  the  skies. 
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How  could  mine  eyes, 

Dimmed  with  their  questing  for  eternity 
And  Thine  infinitude,  how  could  they  see 
Only  the  things  of  time  ? Earth  blind 
From  straining  long  towards  distant  light. 

I cried  to  Thee  again 

“ I cannot  find  Thee,  strange  grail  of  my  youth 
Hid  in  eternal  night, 

Beyond  the  great  white  clouds,  beyond  the  blue  : 
My  search  is  ended ; I will  serve  the  true.  ” 

And  then  I heard  Thy  voice  : “ I am  the  Truth.  ” 

“ I will  no  longer  stand  the  pain 

Of  wasted  loving,  I will  forge  a knife 

Of  passion;  cut  the  cord  that  binds 

Me  to  a dream.  The  dream  gone  I will  live.  ” 

Above  my  heart’s  wild  beating  still  I heard 

“ And  I am  Life.  ” 

Then  at  that  word, 

Maddened,  I cried  “ And  must  I give 
Myself  in  searching  ? I have  sought  all  day 
Vainly,  show  me  the  road  that  winds 
Towards  Thee  !”  “ I am  the  Way.  ” 

And  then  He  bade  me  stand 
Upon  a hill  apart. 

Within  the  shadow  by  the  mountain  thrown, 

I saw  the  kingdoms  of  the  earth  enrailed ; 
Tangible,  vast,  although  not  boundless  quite  : 
Inexorable,  within  the  limit  of  my  sight, 

Reared  the  encircling  great  wall  of  the  sky. 

He  showed  me  then  another  land, 
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A world  unknown ; 

Barren  with  desert  spaces, 

Fathomless  gulfs  that  lured,  ice  peaks  unsealed. 
Far  as  my  eyes  could  reach  they  found  no  end 
To  this  small  kingdom  of  my  heart. 

A greater  than  the  world  was  I 
Who  must  have  God  for  friend  ! 

He  touched  my  ears, 

And  they  were  opened,  and  I heard 
A ringing  chorus  calling  loud  His  name. 

And  at  His  word 

I turned,  and  saw  a crowd  of  eager  faces 
Upraised  to  His  throne. 

I had  not  sung,  I had  not  sought  alone. 

The  years 

Had  not  been  silent. 

As  I leant 

From  my  high  hill,  I heard  the  same 
Reiterated  cry: 

“ I know  not  what  I am,  but  this  I know 
That  greater  than  the  world  am  I.  ” 

And  they  were  there 

Those  feared  ones,  feared  so  long  ago, 

So  secretly,  as  they 

Who  testified  against  Him,  who  would  bear  away 
The  body  of  my  Ford,  I knew  not  where. 

Waking  to  find  myself  upon  the  plain, 

I turned  to  Him  again 

And  did  not  see  Him,  only  found  Him  true. 

Were  not  my  feet  upon  the  unending  way 


5 


That  is  Himself  ? Did  not  Truth  beckon  still  ? 

Who  once  had  lured  me  over  dale  and  hill, 

Seeming  to  mock  by  changing  shape  and  hue, 
Making  night  war  with  day. 

Truths  opposite,  how  could  that  be  ? 

Truth  indivisible  and  one, 

I had  not  guessed,  was  He. 

Once  I had  thought  the  sun 
A golden  ball  no  bigger  than  my  hand, 

That  turned  a ball  of  crimson  as  it  sank 
At  bedtime.  I must  thank 
That  little  distant  ball, 

For  the  light  that  came  to  me, 

For  the  warmth  that  gladdened  me. 

Long  had  I sought  a life  beyond  my  own, 

A separate  life.  Too  high  and  far  the  Throne 
(How  could  God  reach  a little  child  at  play  ?) 

The  altar  seemed  too  small, 

I thought,  to  hold  Him.  Ah  ! but  He 
Is  life  ! In  Him  all  life,  all  joy 
Is  merged,  even  as  I 

Move  in  the  light  and  heat  stored  in  the  sky; 

And  all  things  earthly.  Now  I knew 
I lived  by  life  that  is  beyond  the  blue, 

Hid  on  the  altar,  that  He  came 
This  endless  gift  to  give. 

He,  the  Eternal  Flame, 

In  our  flesh  conquered  death  that  we  might  live. 
Once  more  I listened  and  I heard, 

Low  spoken,  the  undying  word 
“ That  you  may  have  My  life  and  more  abundantly.  ” 


SHEPHERDS  WATCH  THEIR  SHEEP  BY  NIGHT, 


In  some  imaginary  future.  Time  and  Man  have  destroyed 
civilisation  and  swept  every  trace  of  religion  from  the  world. 
On  a hilltop  a shepherd  and  his  boy  watch  their  sheep.  After  a 
long  silence  the  old  man  speaks , and  they  talk  together.  It  is  a 
dark  night , but  full  of  stars. 

“ How  very  cold  the  night  is,  and  how  bright, 

How  big,  the  stars.  ” 

“ Father,  what  are  the  stars  ? ” 

“Why,  just  the  stars,  just  small  holes  in  the  curtain  of 
the  night.  ” 

“ And  do  not  far-off  spirits 
Watch  me  through  those  holes  ? ” 

“ And  who  are  they  ? 

Get  you  to  sleep,  you  are  too  young  to  watch. 

Get  you  to  sleep.  When  you  are  old  as  I 
You  will  not  trouble  with  such  questioning, 

You  will  have  grown  accustomed  to  the  stars. 

By  day  there  is  the  sun  — by  night  the  stars. 

Unless  there  is  a moon,  or  else  the  wind 
Covers  the  heavens  with  cloud.  ” 
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“ Father  ” 


“ What  now  ? ” 

“ What  is  the  moon  ? And  is  the  wind  God’s  Breath 
I think  it  is  God’s  Breath.  Is  not  the  sun 
A lamp  He  lights  by  day  to  see  me  by  ? ” 

“ How  should  I know  ? I know  that  these  things  be 
And  always  have  been,  and  will  always  be- 
Just  as  I know  I am  a man,  and  you 
A silly  child,  who  yet,  save  by  mischance, 

Will  grow  a man,  as  I was  once  a boy. 

And  this  old  fellow,  sleeping,  is  a dog, 

And  all  my  sheep  are  sheep,  and  some  are  lambs. 
This  is  the  world,  and  all  the  world  there  is.  ” 

“ But  why  am  I a boy  ? ” 

“ Get  you  to  sleep  ! ” 

“ But  if  I sleep  I dream;  and  what  is  dreaming  ? ” 

“ Oh  crazy  boy  ! Dreaming  is  dreaming  dreams.  ” 

“ And  what  is  sleep  ? ” 

“ Why,  sleeping  . . . sleep  is  rest.  ” 

“ Oh  how  I wish  I knew  ...” 

“ What  ? ” 
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“ Everything: 

At  times  I seem  to  know,  seem  to  remember, 

And  then  it  goes  again.  I have  a dream 
Sometimes,  a strange  dream,  of  another  hill 
And  other  shepherds  watching,  voices  singing, 

And  a star . . . that  is  an  answer  to  me ; 

No,  I don't  remember  . . . But  I think 

That  when  God  cries  we  feel  the  drops  of  rain.  ” 

“ Whom  do  you  mean  by  God  ? ” 

“ I do  not  know.  ” 

“ I have  not  heard  His  name  and  I am  old.  ” 

“ I have  not  heard  His  name  and  I am  young, 

But  I remember  Him.  I may  forget 

Grown  old  and  grown  accustomed  to  the  stars ; 

You  say  so  . . . but  I think  when  I am  old 
I shall  have  found  Him,  like  that  old  herd's  man 
Who  died  last  year  from  hunger  ...  he  knew  Him ; 
Or  that  young  man  that  heals  folk  in  the  plains. 

If  He  is  no-where,  wherefore  should  I love  Him  ? " 

“ Be  done  ! Get  you  to  sleep.  " 

“ Yes,  I am  tired 

And  in  my  sleep  I sometimes  hear  Him  call.  " 

He  settles  to  sleep . The  old  man  watches. 
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THE  TANGLE. 


^TpHE  souls  of  men  on  earth  are  weavers  all. 

One  died  and  came,  no  garment  in  his  hands, 
Into  the  Presence  in  the  Banquet  Hall  — 

Only  a tangled  skein  of  twisted  strands 

To  show  the  waiting  angel. 

“ What  is  this? 

No  garment  woven  meet  for  any  fate  ? 

Neither  the  white  garb  of  eternal  bliss 
Nor  the  robe  dark  of  everlasting  hate  ? ” 

Stern  was  the  question,  sad  was  the  reply  : 

“ Only  this  tangle  I have  striven  in  vain 
All  life-time  to  unravel.  ” 

God  spoke,  “ I 

Will  with  eternal  patience  weave  the  skein.  ” 
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THE  GUARDIAN  ANGELS. 

It  is  night-time  on  earth . Three  Guardian  Angels  are  at  rest 
after  their  labours.  Two  are  speaking  together  whilst  the  other 
listens  in  silence. 

“ He  sleeps,  at  last  he  sleeps,  and  I may  rest  ” 

“ Is  he  so  tiring  then,  thy  human  child  ? ” 

" A Saint  ! ” 

“ A Saint  ! Then  thou  can’st  surely  nod 
A moment  sometimes,  fold  thine  outstretched  wings, 

And  let  him  walk  alone.  My  child.  . • ” 

“ What  then  ? ” 

“ The  worst  of  sinners  ! I must  watch  all  day, 

For  he  may  cry  at  last  and  seek  my  hand. 

Surely  these  crippled  children  need  our  care 
More  than  the  strong,  the  upright  sons  of  God  ? ” 

“ Saints  climb  so  high,  each  minute  I must  watch, 

He  might  grow  dizzy  on  the  heights  and  fall  ! ” 

“ His  foot  is  sure  ? ” 
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“ He  climbs  so  very  high, 

And  what  are  they  but  children,  all  of  them  ? ” 

“ But  he  doth  well  to  climb  ! ” 

“ And  I to  watch. 

He  stirs  in  sleep  to  pray,  I must  begone.  ” 
(Flies  away). 

“ And  my  child  wakes  to  sin,  I must  begone.  ” 
(He  flies  away.) 


(The  third  Angel  speaks.) 

“ I am  ashamed  ! I dared  not  name  my  charge 
Who  is  too  small  for  sinner  or  for  saint  ! 

More  like  some  strange  fantastic,  coloured  toy 
That  sways  with  every  changing  gust  of  air, 

Yet  being  weighted  never  wholly  falls. 

A thing  without  a meaning  it  would  seem, 

Yet  it  were  wrong  to  think  so,  being  God's  ! 
Perhaps  He  fashioned  in  a gracious  hour 
To  show  His  pleasure  that  a thing  of  naught 
Should  bear  His  impress.  This  poor  empty  soul 
That  loves  the  self  it  hates  and  would  forget, 

But  cannot ; that  doth  doubt  the  thing  it  knows  ; 
Silent  for  all  its  futile  wealth  of  words; 

And  blind  (though  God  indeed  has  given  it  sight), 
Dazed  with  the  air  about  it  as  it  sways; 

But  weighted  surely  by  some  act  of  His. 
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What  profit  have  I in  this  charge  ? Just  this  — 

So  slight  a thing  shows  forth  His  greatness  best, 

And  I must  guess  some  purpose  in  so  strange, 

So  crude  a fashioning;  some  use  to  come, 

And  all  unmeet  for  saint  or  steadfast  soul. 

She  wakes  to  rise  ? To  fall  ? I must  begone.  ” 

(He  too  flies  earthwards .) 
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IN  ANSWER  TO  S.  B. 


WHAT  is  Heaven  like  ? ” you  sometimes  say, 
“ Tell  me  that  I may  raise  my  eyes  above 
Earth’s  disappointment.  Is  there  human  love, 

And  human  mirth  in  that  Eternal  day  ? 

May  friend  meet  friend  in  friendship  ? Lovers  kiss 
And  know  themselves  as  one  ? Or  do  we  change 
Like  seeds  to  flowers,  beautiful,  but  strange  ? . . . 

I would  not  learn  a newer  way  of  bliss.  ” 

How  may  I answer  ! I who  do  not  see 

His  meaning  even  here.  I only  tell 

The  thing  I know.  That  He  who  carved  joy, 

And  with  His  own  Hands  fashioned  you  and  me, 
Builded  the  kingdom  of  our  hope  as  well, 

Earth  may  be  there,  treasured  — our  childhood’s  toy. 
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THE  FOOL  HATH  SAID  IN  HIS  HEART 


MY  heart  hath  said  it  often  in  the  night 
“ There  is  no  God  ! Or  if  indeed  I lie 
Then  am  I but  a dream.  How  can  there  be 

The  calm  Eternal  God and  I 

This  tortured  twisted  thing,  this  flickering  light, 
This  emptiness  ? I do  but  seem  — ” 

My  heart  hath  said  it  often  in  the  night  — 

“ There  is  a God  and  I am  but  a dream  ! ” 

And  yet  ! It  is  not  true  : 

I have  known  love,  and  suffering,  and  you  . . . 
And  God,  for  surely  I have  known 
Him  for  a moment  sometimes  ? Been  made  whole 
Within  myself  in  Him,  and  not  alone. 

And  this  is  life.  I cannot  guess 
How  He  shall  bend  me  unto  holiness 
And  yet  not  break  me  utterly,  and  still 
The  wayward  leaping  flame  that  is  my  soul, 

Not  quenching  it  to  nothingness.  I cannot  see, 

But  I can  wait  the  unimagined  will. 

The  blind  may  not  conceive  of  light 
Yet  know  enough  to  walk  by. 

There  is  a God,  and  in  the  night 
My  heart  hath  known,  for  all  its  words,  that  I 
Complete  the  Consummate  Answer.  Can  the  All 
Disdain  to  gather  even  a thing  so  small  ? 
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ASSISI. 


ST  Francis  lived  in  Italy,  in  a town  upon  a hill. 

I went  there  once  upon  a time  and  now  I see  it  still. 

The  hills  are  dressed  in  olive  green,  with  flowers  in  the  grass. 
And  little  trees  throw  shadows  on  the  road  he  used  to  pass. 

And  now  he  lives  in  Heaven,  where  I hope  to  go  one  day. 

Are  woods  in  Heaven,  tell  me  this,  painted  as  dim  a grey  ? 

Is  there  a sky  as  tender  there,  and  little  thin  black  trees  ? 

Is  the  floor  of  Heaven  sprinkled  too,  bright  with  anemones  ? 

I never  knew  St.  Francis,  but  I think  he  must  look  down  — 
Though  Heaven  be  full  of  glory  — on  his  little  climbing  town. 

I do  not  guess  his  secrets,  and  yet  I know  that  street  — 

When  all  the  world  is  sleeping  — feels  the  tread  of  pierced  feet. 

Nor  alone  he  walks  Assisi  in  the  blueness  of  the  night: 
Another  walks  beside  him.  Ah  ! I know  that  I am  right  — 
Would  that  minstrel  turn  from  singing  while  the  King  was  on 

His  throne  ? 

He  must  want  to  walk  Assisi,  but  he  would  not  walk  alone  ! 
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DEEP  CALLETH  UNTO  DEEP. 


T unto  Thee 

Not  I who  seem  to  be  ! 

Nor  the  familiar  self  that  moves 
Within,  that  loves, 

Narcissus-like,  itself,  till  hate  is  born 
Of  that  incest;  not  that  self  torn 
Between  such  love  and  such  perverted  hate. 

— It  is  too  late 

To  clear  those  gardens  from  weeds  sprung  from  sin, 
That  Thou  may’st  walk  therein  — 

I may  not  know,  but  Thou  can’st  see 
The  far  essential  self  that  needeth  Thee. 

Thee  as  Thou  art; 

Not  as  I fashion  Thee  within  my  heart, 

To  mine  own  image  maybe.  Thou, 

Thyself,  the  Ultimate,  who  now 

Beneath  the  deepest  depth  dreamt  of  my  soul, 

Beyond  the  uttermost  horizon  of  the  whole, 

And  in  the  heart  of  nearness,  still  within 
Hast  Being.  Through  the  echoless  wastes  of  sin 
The  real  I calls  to  the  real  Thee. 

It  matters  not  that  I am  blind,  for  Thou  can’st  see 
And  hear  me.  Thou  can’st  take 
The  thing  that  is  Thine  own,  and  break 
Or  burn  the  rubbish  of  the  rest ; 

Or  leave  it  till  the  harvest,  as  Thou  see’st  best. 
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COME  UNTO  ME  ALL  YE  THAT  LABOUR 
AND  ARE  HEAVY  BURDENED. 


“ OME  unto  Me  all  Ye  ” What  ! All  ? 


More  than  the  drops  of  water  of  the  sea, 
And  all  the  sands  that  go  to  make  the  shore ; 

The  leaves  that  summer  counts  upon  the  trees 

And  autum  plays  with  till  she  lets  them  fall 

Ay,  more, 

More  than  all  these, 

Are  the  pale  faces  of  the  sons  of  pain. 

Their  cry  mightier  than  the  wind's  cry 
And  secret  as  the  silence  of  the  plain. 

“ Come  unto  Me  ! ” 

And  hast  Thou  seen  the  broken  ones  who  lie  — 
Lifeless,  except  in  this 

That  they  touch  life  through  pain  ? The  slow  tears 
Of  the  helpless  very  old, 

A man's  tears,  or  some  woman's  tearless  face, 

Her  tortured  eyes  ? The  passionate  fears 
Of  childhood  unallayed,  the  kiss 
Of  lips  that  never  in  this  place 
Shall  meet  again,  and  joy,  scarce  grown, 

Slain  in  shy  hearts  ? Ah  ! and  cans’t  Thou  atone  ? 
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Who  art  Thou  ? Dost  Thou  know 

Our  secret  desolation,  all  the  intricacies  of  woe, 

The  loneliness  of  pain  ? Our  very  air 
Is  saturate  with  sorrow.  . . . 

Cans’t  Thou  dare 

To  stand  apart  upon  Thy  hill 

And  call  to  sorrow’s  self  to  come  to  Thee  ? 

I see  Thy  pierced  Hands  outstretched,  I see 
Thy  seamless  garment  wet 
With  the  dark  stains  of  sweat 
Of  uttermost  anguish.  I hear  still 
Thy  low  voice  “ Come  to  me.  ” 

Who  art  Thou  ? Who  ? Thy  feet  have  trod 

The  wine  press  of  our  grief “ Come  unto  Me  ! ” 

Who  art  Thou  ? Can  we  doubt  Thee  God  ! 


19 


SCEUR  TERESE  DE  L’ ENFANT  JESUS 
ET  DE  LA  SAINTE  FACE. 


X\77"  E may  not  win  the  heights  Teresa  won 

Who  with  adoring  eyes  looked  on  the  Sun 
Unblinded.  So  He  sent  us  you  — 

A child  — to  point  a lesser  road.  We  too, 

Though  spent  from  treading  paths  you  never  trod, 
Are  children  only  in  the  ways  of  God, 

Weeds  of  His  Garden,  you  a flower 
Who  blew  one  fragrant  sunlit  hour. 

Take  us  unto  that  Other  Child. 

We  too  indeed  are  children,  wild 
Although  we  be,  sad  children  of  the  town 
From  tainted  slums.  Let  us  lie  down 
Within  the  shadow  of  His  Hand 
And  rest  — we  are  too  tired  to  stand. 

Ask  Him  to  bend  above  us  for  a space, 

That,  waking,  we  may  see  a Human  Face 
To  love,  His  Face  like  to  our  own. 

For  fear  the  angels,  bowed  before  His  Throne, 
Tremble;  bolder  with  childish  rashness  we, 

For  He  smth  “ Suffer  them  to  come  to  me  ! ” 
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THE  STRANGER. 


A ND  who  am  I ? This  strength  that  talks  and  moves 
-*■  ^ And  I hear  talking,  knowing  heat  and  cold, 
Whom  I must  call  Myself.  All  that  I see 
Is  solid  round  me,  tall  trees  and  the  hills, 

And  men  and  women  walking,  clear-cut  forms 
Familiar.  But  this  dim  mystery, 

Myself,  I never  see  against  the  sky. 

The  sky  I see  and  the  pale  bay  beneath, 

The  grey  town  and  the  black  woods  soft  with  smoke, 
Around  this  centre  where  is  hung  my  mind, 

A mist  of  thought  and  feeling  and  a flame 
That  burns  from  darkness  upward.  What  I am 
I know  not,  for  it  seems  a veil  is  drawn 
That  hides  from  me  my  own  place.  Tike  a man 
Who  has  forgotten  all  his  past  and  name 
And  wakes  in  some  far  country,  such  am  I. 
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: LEGE 


0 H E '6 a ' N U T HILlij 


YOUNG  FEBRUARY. 


A I ^O-day  Young  February  seems  to  bring 

A first  faint  promise  of  the  coming  Spring. 
Now  we  can  think  that  night  shall  pass  away 
For  we  remember  day  : 

The  things  of  day,  of  Summer  and  the  sun, 

And  how  the  buried  dawn  doth  rise, 

Veiling  her  slender  form  from  our  too  prying  eyes; 
How  lusty  day,  before  his  race  is  run, 

Shall  tear  those  veils  apart 

And  hide  her  from  us  in  his  lover's  heart ; 

How  clouds  shall  move  as  sails  across  the  sky, 

And  mimic  shepherds'  flocks  no  shepherd 'by, 

Or  massed  in  whiteness  ape  a distant  scene  — 
Fantastic  turrets,  or  a ghostly  range 
Of  mountains  fabulous  and  strange. 

Blue  shall  be  blue  again,  a shower  of  green 
Shall  water  the  parched  earth,  the  almond  tree 
Shall  bloom.  Children  in  woods  shall  see 
The  yellow  in  the  primrose  buds  and  say 
“ Cook  it  is  Spring  ! The  Spring  has  come  to-day  ! " 
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TO  D.  A. 


GOD  has  given  me  much  if  much  He  has  taken  away, 

The  warm  fire  of  home,  and  the  road,  and  her  hand  in  mine 
The  love  of  all  time  for  a day ; 

And  peace,  the  very  best  wine 
That  He  keeps  for  a feast  to  the  end ; 

Many  friends,  friends  most  true, 

And  a friend 
That  is  you  ! 
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THE  TOOL. 


ORD  ! I am  helpless  as  that  man  who  lay 
By  the  dim  pool  amid  a crowd  forlorn, 

As  blind  as  he  whose  shrill  cries  rent  the  morn 
Calling  for  alms,  upon  an  ancient  way. 

Those  deaf  and  dumb,  silent  I am  as  they. 

More  sunk  in  death  than  he  whom  death  had  torn 
From  Martha  and  from  Mary,  I have  worn 
Death’s  graveclothes  longer  than  had  he  that  day. 
It  is  my  soul  that  lies  beside  the  pool, 

Wilt  Thou  not  move  me  to  it,  touch  my  eyes  ? 
Bid  me  come  forth  ? That  I may  stand 
Beneath  Thy  cross,  that  seeing  I may  rise 
And  follow  Thee.  Or  dost  Thou  need  a tool 
Of  wood,  and  lifeless take  me  in  Thy  Hand. 
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AN  ANSWER. 


^T^HOU  didst  pass  by, 

■*“  But  Thou  didst  hear  my  cry  ! 

Dare  I then  grieve 

Who  didst  not  ask  for  sight,  but  to  believe  ? 
Blind  still  — and  poor  — Thy  face  I do  not  see, 
Yet  holding  by  Thy  robe  may  follow  Thee. 
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A HUT  ON  THE  CLIFF. 


A hut  on  the  cliff 
^ And  the  sound  of  the  sea, 
A dog  and  some  books 
And  my  friends  here  with  me. 

Daisies  tall  in  soft  fields 
With  sorel  burnt  red, 

The  scent  of  late  may, 

A lark  overhead, 

And  long  cloudless  June  ! 

Ah  Love  ! is  it  true 

And  God  lends  me  these 

Till  once  more  He  gives  you  ? 
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CUNuUMS  IIBHART 

]£  ’$  T fiXUb,  MASS, 


TO  A SOUL  IN  PURGATORY. 

OH  happy  Soul  ! How  strange  that  it  is  true 

And  you  should  need  the  prayers  we  say  for  you 
How  may  there  be  in  Purgatory  pain  ? 

For  you  who  know  may  never  doubt  again. 

I think  I could,  had  I once  seen  His  face, 

Wait  all  the  years  of  time  for  His  embrace  — 
Deeming  myself  in  Heaven.  Can  the  one 
Who  wanders  in  the  chill  mists  dream  the  sun 
May  burn  to  pain  ? Or  guess  the  load 
Of  self  is  sweet  who  bear  it  on  the  road  ? 

How  happy  to  be  holy  ! 

Yet  I know 

Age  hides  its  cares  from  childhood,  even  so 

The  poor  envy  the  rich,  who  still  have  tears  to  shed, 

And  — I shall  learn  your  sorrow  being  dead. 
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THE  SUMMONS. 


V7" OU  stood  before  me  in  the  early  light. 

“ Awake  ! For  over  is  the  night 
And  it  is  day  ” you  said. 

“ Arise  from  sleep,  no  longer  lie  abed. 

Arise  from  sleep  and  come  with  me 
Across  the  marsh  that  stretches  to  the  sea. 
Leave  warmth  and  ease  ! The  morning  brings 
A silver  coolness  lit  by  sea-birds’  wings. 

Let  fall  the  horded  years  and  we  will  find 
Once  more  the  trackless  pathway  of  the  wind, 
Play  hide-and-seek  with  clouds  in  fields  of  blue, 
And  hear  the  lark  sing  his  first  song  anew. 

Come  with  me  ! Come  away  ! 

I am  your  lover  Spring,  this  is  our  wedding-day. 
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EPIPHANY. 


am  no  shepherd  and  there  comes  no  light 
-*■  Nor  sound  of  singing  angels  in  the  night 
But  I will  follow  on  the  plains,  from  far, 
Those  alien  men  who  only  saw  a star  ! 
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TO  A CRUCIFIX  IN  A GARDEN. 


; I *HY  Beauty  shames  the  beauty  of  the  flowers 
How  dare  the  poppies  flaunt  so  great  a red 
Near  where  Thou  hangest  dead  ? 

How  may  I lie  so  many  sun-long  hours, 

Within  the  very  shadow  of  the  tree 
Where  Thou  dost  hang  for  me  ? 

Should  not  Thy  stillness  tame  the  wanton  breeze 
To  pass,  (awed  by  the  patience  of  Thy  Face) 
Silent,  Thy  Resting-Place  ? 

And  yet  ! Could  light  so  riot  in  the  trees, 

And  flowers  make  holiday,  were  that  tree  bare  ? 
How  joy  wert  Thou  not  there  ? 
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CHURCH  SQUARE. 


GOD  gave  me  a house  and  a garden 
With  the  blue  of  the  sea  beyond, 

A lot  of  coloured  flowers 
And  lilies  on  a pond. 

For  me  He  levelled  the  marshes, 

Set  my  house  upon  a hill, 

From  bed  I can  see  ships  passing 
Above  my  window-sill. 

And  though  through  the  whole  of  the  summers 
I shall  never  once  see  you, 

I think  when  I walk  in  my  garden 
God  sends  you  to  walk  there  too. 


GSTON  COLLEGE  LI  8 
CHKb'i'is UT  HILL, 


AMID  BLUEBELLS. 


Up  HERE  was  a King  who  wept  upon  a day 

When  all  his  worlds  were  conquered.  . . Luckless  he 
Who  had  so  few  to  covet  ! 

There  is  May 

Waking  in  other  woods  I shall  not  see. 

I amid  bluebells,  think  of  bluebells  missed, 

Of  flowers  unnoted  in  the  walls  of  Rome, 

Of  buttercups  in  far-off  fields,  sun-kissed; 

Blue  irises  beside  the  pond  at  home. 

What  need  of  worlds,  when  God  has  given  one, 

Earth,  which  is  Heaven  too,  on  days  like  these  ? 

Do  we  not  know  His  smiling  in  the  sun, 

The  stirring  of  His  garment  in  the  trees  ? 


BEFORE  CONFESSION. 


am  to  meet  Thee  in  the  darkness  then  ? 

-*■  But  how  find  words  to  tell  Thee  of  my  wounds 
When  all  my  need  is  silence.  Bruised  and  spent, 
Fainting  for  want  of  rest  and  food,  how  speak  ? 
Bend  down  to  listen,  heal  my  hidden  sores  ! 

Only  in  Thine  arms  can  I lie  at  ease. 

But  still  the  fever  frets  me,  hold  me  fast  . . . 

Nor  suffer  me  to  brush  aside  Thine  aid; 

I die  of  weakness  if  Thou  succour  not. 

Heal  me,  but  do  not  leave  me  ! Walk  with  me  ...  . 
Nay  ! Carry  one  afeared  to  walk  alone  ! 
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BEFORE  COMMUNION. 


r ORD  ! This  is  my  house  — this  crowded  room, 
So  empty  of  all  comfort.  See  ! no  fire 
Is  burning  on  the  hearth,  the  place  is  chill. 

No  lamps  are  lit,  no  meal  is  set  for  Thee, 

Nor  oil  for  the  anointing  of  Thy  Feet 

And  wouldst  Thou  still  break  bread  with  me  ? 

Then  come  ! 

Guest  and  yet  Host,  bring  Thou  the  oil,  the  wine, 
And  all  the  food  Thou  needest  for  the  feast. 

Nay  ! even  as  a servant  must  Thou  be, 

To  cleanse  the  room,  to  kindle  the  dead  fire, 

And  deck  me  for  Thine  advent. 

“ Yea  ! I come  ! ” 
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THE  UPLAND. 


^TpHERE  is  a wood  in  Heaven,  that  I know, 

-*■  Of  ancient  trees,  planted  brave  years  ago, 
And  this  year’s  blue-bells,  and  the  sound  of  bees  : 
Heaven  were  never  Heaven  wanting  these. 

And  we  will  lie  long  hours  in  the  grass 
And  melt  into  the  sky,  no  cloud  shall  pass 
To  mar  the  deep  perfection  of  its  blue. 

There  shall  the  promise  of  the  woods  come  true. 
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ETERNAL  BEAUTY. 


'T'HOU  art  the  background  ! our  escape  ! our  rest  ! 

What  though,  by  day,  our  questing  glance  may  roam, 
(Children  held  safe  to  the  Eternal  Breast) 

Thou  art  the  sap  of  life,  the  heart  of  home  ! 

What  other  meaning  has  a day  like  this  ? 

Would  the  sun  shine  for  us,  didst  Thou  not  smile  ? 

Would  Earth  hold  ecstasy  without  Thy  kiss 
Sealing  the  promise  of  this  little  while  ! 

Could  we  love  ever  things  that  merely  die  ? 

I could  not  ! I could  only  veil  my  eyes, 

Alone  and  lost  in  this  expanse  of  sky, 

Hating  a sea  from  whence  no  dead  can  rise  ! 

Hating,  with  covered  eyes,  the  golden  land, 

Afraid  to  meet  the  glory  of  the  grass, 

Afraid  to  touch  a flower  with  my  hand, 

To  walk  the  roads  that  only  doomed  men  pass. 

O lovely  world  ! The  Earth  is  still  to-night  : 

The  moon  faint  gold  against  a paler  blue 

Our  little  town  is  wrapt  in  a strange  light.  . . . 

Could  we  live  on  were  beauty  all  untrue  ? 
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IN  ST.  JOHN’S  GARDEN. 


would  give  the  friend  I love, 

-*■  Earth  below  and  Heaven  above, 

Unspent  hours  of  summer  gold, 

Fairy  tales  of  Earth  untold, 

All  the  swiftnesses  and  laughter, 

Both  the  here  and  the  hereafter. 

What  doth  God  give  him  I love  ? 

Eittle  here  ! Doth  He  above 
Build  the  Earth  I dream  anew, 

So  that  There  shall  hold  This  too  ? 

Time,  in  the  Eternal,  greet  him  ? 

Would  I dare  dream  God  could  cheat  him  ? 
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TO  A FRIEND. 


["  call  upon  you  daily  in  my  need, 

-*•  But  hardly  care  if  you  have  time  to  heed 
The  changing  words  I say,  for  it  is  true 
That  somewhere  in  God’s  space  my  soul  meets  you. 
For  God  is  kind,  He  gives  the  pool  a star 
To  play  with,  that  untouched  still  rides  afar. 

So,  when  the  night  is  darkest,  I can  see 
And  claim  as  mine,  the  you  God  made  for  me. 
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AND  IN  THE  DARKNESS  LET  ME  NOT  FORGET. 


T ET  me  remember  to-day ; 

The  green  and  the  gold  of  the  land ; 
When  the  year  has  faded  to  grey, 

The  feel  of  Thy  Hand  in  my  hand. 

Am  I a fair-weather  friend  ? 

A lover  to  love  Thee  for  gain  ? 

With  Thee  till  the  summer  days  end, 

To  walk  by  myself  in  the  rain  ? 

Dare  I offer  Thee  love  such  as  this 
And  faith,  when  my  hands  touch  Thy  side  ? 
Could  Peter,  still  faint  from  Thy  kiss, 

The  heart  of  his  life  have  denied  ? 

Thou  knowest,  my  Christ,  I am  Thine, 

In  spite  of  betrayals  ! 

That  fear  — - 

The  fear  when  Thy  Hand  looseth  mine  ! 

Ah  Love  ! in  the  darkness  stay  near. 
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CAMBER. 


TV  T AY  we  not  dream  to-day,  this  silver  weather, 

That  Heaven  is  here  and  now  and  enough  for  ever  ? 
The  warmth  is  still  and  clear  as  the  smile  of  God. 

Golden  the  sea  where  the  Feet  of  Brass  have  trod. 

Here  is  silence  at  last  ! It  is  full  of  Thee, 

And  we  dream  that  our  love  is  one  with  the  fathomless  sea. 
We  can  dream,  we  can  dream  ! Fife  stands  still  for  a space. 
We  can  dream  with  closed  eyes  that  awaking  shall  show 

Thy  Face. 
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HOLIDAY. 


T T EAVEN  is  very  grand  we  know  ! 

-*■  Tall  shining  angels  in  a row, 

And  saints  all  dressed  in  robes  of  gold, 
With  golden  crowns  as  we've  been  told. 

But  sometimes  God  smiles  on  the  throng, 
And  bids  the  singers  cease  their  song, 
And  harpers  put  their  harps  away, 

For  He  will  give  them  holiday  ! 

To  His  Mother  He  leaves  choice 
What  land  to  choose.  The  saints  rejoice; 
They  know  full  well  her  choice  will  be . . 
And  God  takes  Heaven  to  Italy. 
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REALITY. 


A LL  day  it  rained.  But,  through  the  northern  gloom, 
Once  more  I saw  — roof  high  — our  golden  room 
Filled  full  of  sunlight  and  the  sound  of  Rome. 

Seem  I in  England  ? There  I dwell  at  home  ! 
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ST.  PETER  AND  THE  PATIENT. 


CT  Peter  stood  without  the  gate; 

^ All  space  was  dark,  the  hour  was  late ; 
And  to  him  in  the  silent  night 
Floated  a calm  ghost,  thin  and  white. 

“ And  who  are  you,  ” St.  Peter  said, 

“ Who  come  this  way,  but  newly  dead  ? ” 

“ I came  to  you,  ” the  ghost  replied, 

“ The  very  instant  that  I died 

Because  my  soul  had  known  no  sin. 

Unlock  thy  door  and  let  me  in  ! 

I need  no  purgatorial  fires 

To  purge  me  from  earth-born  desires.  ” 

St  Peter  saying  not  a word, 

Flung  wide  the  gates  and  then  they  heard 

The  songs  of  life  and  joy.  In  fear 

The  ghost  drew  back.  “ Those  sounds  I hear 

Recall  the  sounds  I shunned  on  earth, 
Recall  its  simple  human  mirth  ! 

I only  ask  of  Heaven  peace 
And  solitude,  at  last  release 
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From  living  ! I have  learned  to  die.  ” 

St.  Peter  smiled  “ It  is  not  I 
Forbids  you  enter.  You  were  given 
Time  to  learn  how  to  live  ! In  Heaven 

To  those  victorious  from  the  strife 
We  offer  everlasting  life.  ” 

The  pale  ghost  faltered,  “ It  were  vain 
To  enter  now.  Try  me  again 

But  once  again.  . . ” 

The  patient  woke 

And  heard  the  doctor  make  a joke  — 
Laughter  he  noted  with  surprise 
Made  beautiful  the  patient’s  eyes. 
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A WALK. 


WE  went  for  a walk  on  the  hill  together, 
Myself  and  I, 

In  the  green  of  the  Spring  and  the  pale  soft  weather, 
The  sun  on  high. 

The  blue-bell  carpet  was  at  our  feet, 

The  smell  of  the  hawthorn  heady  and  sweet, 

But  we  were  lonely,  myself  and  I. 

And  who  was  the  third  we  missed  that  walk, 

Myself  and  I ? 

Was  it  God,  or  you,  or  just  the  talk 
Of  a passer-by  ? 

A cuckoo  called  from  a copse  below, 

The  rabbits  scudded  to  and  fro, 

And  we  were  alone,  myself  and  I. 

We  asked  the  old  questions  all  in  vain, 

Myself  and  I, 

Drunk  with  the  pleasure,  so  near  pain, 

Of  earth  and  sky. 

Till  we  turned  from  the  flower’s  heavy  blue, 

And  the  lonely  quest  of  the  hidden  true, 

And  slept  in  the  sun,  myself  and  I. 
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CAMBER  SANDS  IN  MAY. 


>T  Y childhood  seems  so  near  to  me  today, 
These  sands  to  reach  that  beach  of  long  ago. 
The  clouds  are  just  the  clouds  I used  to  know. 

A tide  has  washed  me  back  to  some  far  May, 

To  some  long  golden  afternoon,  the  best 
Of  childish  hours.  I wake  beneath  a sky 
As  blue,  as  deep  as  when  I slept,  and  lie 
Laughing  to  find  that  I have  dreamt  the  rest. 

How  even  dream  that  I could  ever  change, 

Ever  grow  old,  grow  passionless  and  still  — 

At  home  at  last  in  this  bewildering  land  — 

And  tamed  to  find  familiar  the  once  strange  ! 

The  larks  sing  as  they  sang  then  on  the  hill  . . . 

It  is  a child  He  still  holds  by  the  hand. 
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THE  MARSHES. 


GOD  made  the  marshes  for  us  all, 
The  greatest  and  the  very  small, 
And  yet  I like  to  think  that  He 
Made  the  marsh  specially  for  me  — 

Who  loves  the  marsh  so  well  as  I ? 

He  made  the  marshes  and  the  sky, 

And  when  He  made  them  and  the  sea 
I like  to  think  He  thought  of  me  ! 
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A PRAYER. 


VV/T  HEN  did  I minister  to  Thee  ? “ You  gave 
W A cup  of  water  to  a child  unknown.  ” 

Then,  though  I may  not  love  Thee,  wilt  Thou  take 
The  love  I love  my  friend  with,  for  Thine  own  ? 


IN  THAT  DAY. 


X\7T  ILL  there  really  come  a day 
YV  j ska]]  see  gt  Peter  stand, 
Barring  me  the  way  to  Heaven, 

With  a big  key  in  his  hand  ? 

Will  he  frown  on  me  and  say  ? 

“ Let  me  see  what  gifts  you  bring, 
Show  the  wounds  that  you  have  gained 
In  the  service  of  the  King.  ” 

Then,  when  I show  empty  hands, 
Limbs  unscarred  by  any  fight, 

Will  he  sternly  point  the  way 
To  the  dreadful  gate  of  Night  ? 

If  he  does  then  I shall  cry  : 

“ Let  me  speak  with  Christ  my  Lord, 

And  remind  Him  of  the  day 

When  for  me  He  spoke  this  word . . . 

‘ Suffer  them  to  come  to  me  ’ 

“ Not  alone  the  good  and  mild, 

Just  ‘ the  Children  ’ so  He  said ; 

I am  nothing  but  a child. 
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Though  I journeyed  through  the  years, 
Never  learnt  the  grown  up  way, 

I was  much  too  small  to  grow  — 

Let  me  into  Heaven  to  play  ! 

Only  let  me  lie  down  first, 

Too  tired  out  for  game  or  song, 

For  they  kept  me  up  too  late, 

For  a child  the  day  was  long  ! ” 


SO 


MY  GARDEN. 


I"  Love  my  garden  best  of  all 
-*■  At  evening  when  the  shadows  fall; 
And  better  when  the  round  clouds  pass 
Reflected  in  the  yellow  grass; 

Or  better  still  when  fast  asleep 

Above  the  marsh  — (where  little  sheep 

Lie  also  sleeping  in  the  sun 

And  do  not  hear  the  church  call  “ One  ” ). 

This  is  the  best  of  all  ! and  yet  ! — 

The  early  morning  when  grass  is  wet, 

And  mists  are  shy,  the  world  new  drest  ! 
Oh  ! then,  I love  my  garden  best  ! 


5i 


A ROAD. 


npHE  road  that  I saw  last  night  from  the  train 

L,ies  bare  to  the  sun  and  the  wind  and  the  rain  — 
The  Guide-books  will  tell  you  the  way  that  it  goes  — 
But  the  road  that  I saw  is  a road  no  one  knows. 

For  the  road  that  I saw  was  the  road  of  a song, 

Of  a dream,  of  desire  ! Never  road  stretched  so  long. 
Never  sun  hung  so  low  in  the  hush  of  the  day, 
Round-perfect  and  red;  mists  were  never  sa  grey. 

But  the  road  that  I saw  I shall  not  see  again, 

When  I journey  from  Oxford  once  more  by  the  train, 
I shall  see  a good  road  by  which  motorists  go  — 

And  no  one  shall  travel  the  road  that  I know. 
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